NO-MAN'S-LAND FIVE FATHOMS DOWN

tify remembered hues of a coral grove, I lose faith
in my memory when, in my colour book, I find
them listed as Russian blue or onion-skin pink.
I know the exact shade of a certain feathery sea
plume, but resent having to refer to it as zinc
orange. Yet I am always pleased when I detect
salmon, or pearl-grey, or ultramarine. How I wish
that the inventors of the names of colours had been
imbued with the simplicity and the imagination
of those who, through all the years, have acted
as little Adams to the flowers.
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